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You keep saying you got something for me 


Author's Notes: 
Another crack pairing.. 


At first, it was just them. 

Eyes met like magnets, unable to wander away. 
Then, palms touched and fingers intertwined 

It wasn't a first time. It couldnt be 


Not when Jason knew exactly where the spot that made Junior shudder and melt was. Not when, in response, 


Junior clung to chestnut hair in such a needy way. 


Dave felt his gut twitch as his David took the initiative and drove those lips from his neck to his mouth, 


devouring them voraciously. 


"Do you believe me now?" Hetfield purred wickedly in the redhead's ear, as Dave fisted the curtain hiding them. 


You been staying when you ought-to-be-a-leaving 
"What now?" 
James raised a brow, muscular arms still crossed against his chest. 


Pulling his hair in a ponytail, the redhead opened the big window behind them and lit a cigarette. For a while, he 
sat on the windowsill, mulling over what happened earlier and why. Finally, he inhaled deeply and spoke. 


"Why did you call me? You knew and didn't do anything about it. How come, mighty Het?" 
The blonde smirked. 


"Well." 


In a swift move, he grabbed the cigarette from Dave's rough fingers. They hadn't change a bit, James found 
himself thinking. 


"| needed you." 


And you keep sayin, what you on about bitch 


Since the following day was a hot one, the two planned to meet somewhere more refreshing than a cheap 


motel room. 


Red braids, cap worn backwards and sunglasses on to hide his identity, Dave waited for his informer sitting by 
the poolside. Sipping from a cocktail wasn't much of a relief, but it helped him think. 


James suggested they kept quiet as the perfect revenge shaped into their minds and, after cooling off, Dave 
agreed with him. 


"Aren't you baked yet, Reddie?" 
Dave snarled, already regretful. 
"Where have you been? You're late, dick" 


"Sorry, wifey" James chuckled 


These boots are made for walking... 


"Did David survive the right?" 
Dave grunted, taking a bigger sip to quench his impatience. 
"I thought you were the abusive drunkard beating the shit outta his wife." 


James scowled, stretching backward. He wasn't exactly in the mood for bickering after discovering his pupil was 


a cheater. 

"Point of views. Let's ask them next tine. 

"If they're not busy screwing behind our backs" Dave retorted, rolling his eyes. 
"Anyway" James cut him. "We'll wait for the right moment to punish those two" 


‘Oh, trust me, | already have plans." Dave offered, smirking like a Cheshire cat. 


You keep lying and there ain't no believing 


Dave's plan was simple and compelling, however James decided to have fun while waiting. 
"Doing anything tonight?" he asked casually, crunching popcorns with Jason's head in his lap. 


"Just seeing my uncle, he's in town for the—urgh' the bassist gagged when a handful of popcorns was thrown 


down his throat. Once a Neanderthal.. 

"Did you plan anything?" 

James giggled. "Not really.” 

Within minutes, Jason sat up, hands around his neck. "What—" 

"Uh?" 

"Oh god, | think it's peanut butter" he blurted out, speeding to the bathroom. 


It gets spicier.. James smirked, tossing a popcorn in his mouth. 


